novels. The capital city, announced the Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung at the end of 1998, is the "illusionary neurosis of literature" (lilies) . And it is true: roughly three hundred Berlin titles, including detective novels, appeared between 1989 and the end of the 1990s (see Jaszinski) . The newspaper literary supplements, reports, glosses, and essays can not even be counted any more. And the numbers continue to rise. Since the most original experiment in synergy between literature and journalism-an intelligent mix of visually pleasing newspaper literary supplement and the invention of the capital city in the spirit of "pop irony" -the "Berliner Seiten" (Berlin Pages) of the Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung, after they had already been reduced in size, were terminated for financial reasons on 29 June 2002, the judgment made several years ago by a literary critic is now once again indubitably true: "Nowhere is life more jaded than in the Berlin novel" (Mangold 9) . True, Berlin and the creative young people who have been attracted to it-all the journalists, media workers, and public relations people-have been particularly hard-hit by the difficult crisis of the "new economy." And an event comparable in self-celebration to the aging Love Parade, broadcast loudly to the entire world, is not yet in sight. But even the "Berlin-Blues," tentatively proclaimed as a possible trend of late, would be-if indeed there were such a thing-an event and performance created by those who wish to be-and be in-Berlin (see Mohr and Schiller) . A return to the slogan of those for whom the crises of the first "Grunderzeit" at the end of the nineteenth century were simply too hard to take-"Los von Berlin!" (Away from Berlin!)-is not to be expected. Berlin-in literature and in other thingshas become a life world of its own. And even what can not be seen as obvious or given is seen as obvious and given in Berlin; at any rate there is no question of possible assaults on Berlin as a field of movement. In what follows I will attempt to demonstrate this by exploring the transformation and ultimate disappearance of a topos which has, in a very specific way, belonged to literary discussions of Berlin: arrival in the city.
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Performances of the City
Cities are places of comparability. They become so through quantity and repetition. In our case one can illustrate this by the great number of Berlin novels. At the same time cities are places of competition, of particularity and uniqueness. They are full of unrecognizability, of the inexplicable, the mysterious or adventurous. This makes cities places of fashion. Categories of the new, of the event, of trends and fashions are genuine categories of the city. The city is the place of fashion and of monotony, of the new and of the inescapable, of the monstrous and of the banal, of mindlessness and of diversity. In the large city nearness is unreachable, and strangeness is ever-present. In all of this the city stages the interaction between difference and indifference. Difference and indifference, according to Richard Sennett in a particularly apt formulation, are a couple engaged in tight embrace in the city (Sennett 169) . Difference, the diversity of distinctions, the ubiquitous presence of the strange, is one side of the big city. The other, determined by and coupled to it, is indifference. Because of the large numbers of people in cities, similarities, repetitions, regularities, and monotony are more easily noticeable. Diversity demands, at a fundamental level, selection and indifference. One arms oneself against the pressures of the big city with numbness and disinterest. Except at the risk of loss of self, the two permanent messages of the big city-"Buy me!" and "Help me!"-can be answered only by at least partial or selective indifference (Friichtl 771). But these messages are not just communicated by things and people. The city is not just a "sea of buildings" (the conventional image since the nineteenth century), and people have articulated this since the 1920s at the latest. The city also meant newspapers and advertisements. The city was also speech, image, writing. Writing, wrote Walter Benjamin at that time, was being "dragged inexorably by advertisements [from the book] onto the street and subjected to the brutal heteronomies of economic chaos." Benjamin's almost Biblical apocalyptic image: "locust swarms of writing, which today darken the sun of the supposed spirit of city dwellers, will become denser and denser with each passing year" (Benjamin 103) . ' While Benjamin was thinking of advertisements, pamphlets, and signs, the production of belles lettres is part of the dense swarm of writing as well. Since the turn of the twentieth century people have, in ever renewed attacks, complained about the hypertrophy of the "Berlin novel." Not to mention the running text of the newspapers. Whoever is in Berlin, is also in the middle of texts about Berlin. However because one is always already there, in the middle of the city, one always attempts to make new beginnings, to recreate a mythic original encounter, an unmediated urban intensity.
The traditional method is sensation. And the most obvious sensation is always terror. Hence the performance of particularity has the effect that it is taken for normality. In real life this means, for instance, the assumption that the subway is a place of permanent endangerment from crime. Against which-topos of comparability-the city tends to argue with statistics. In literature there is the detective and crime novel. It makes the city into a permanent, ubiquitous subway. The Russian mafia, sexual molesters of children, neo-Nazis, and psychopathic serial killers stand in line.
Or: the city as permanent celebration. (Zschokke 33) .
Such an attack on the city's image of uniqueness and particularity, paradoxically, needs particularity as a foil, and above all it needs a particular kind of performance. The most common particularity is therefore the message of the barbarous: the barbar-
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Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 28, Iss. 1 [2004] In its attempts to perform the particularity of the city Berlin speaks uninterruptedly of itself. "If one could see speech," writes Michael Rutschky, "it would have to appear as a glare of light over the city, which, when one travels to Berlin at night through the darkness of Brandenburg, can be seen as an emanation of the big city . . ." (Rutschky, "Das Reden von Berlin, " 9) . With that we have finally arrived at the approach to and the arrival in the city. It is, in a sense, the key scene, the one that sums it all up: first encounter, first contact.
"You see," wrote Victor Aubertin, commuter between Paris and Berlin, in 1927, "a strange city, as it really is, only on the first day of your arrival, perhaps also on the second. On the third you've gotten used to it" (Auburtin 22 (1927) . In 1932, however, Hauser's reporter-ego, in a series published in the national revolutionary journal Tat, approaches the city by car in order to perform a purported sociological experiment and to prove, as the title of the first part of the series already announces, that: "Berlin ist Deutschland" (Hauser, "Berlin") . Small wonder that Hauser sees on his approach what he already knows: "Typical for Berlin: shreds of magnificence, enterprises that go beyond its own strength, work half done, left stranded at the beginning." The true purpose of this journey, however, is to leave the-"sick"-city. Thus Hauser sees "a huge and true movement of the people," specifically a "flight from Berlin." But, Hauser warns darkly, escape is impossible: for "only people rooted in the earth from childhood on can return to the earth" (Hauser, "Flucht," 766, 769).
Hauser demonstrates that it is not so much the traditional opposition invoked by Doblin between the whore of Babylon and the heavenly Jerusalem that represents Berlin but rather the third city which encompasses within it the two others': the city of brass, as described in the Thousand and One Nights.' This is the city of beautiful but dangerous appearances. One approaches it through a vast desert of sand, prepared by numerous signs of warning.
Those who climb its walls cry "You are beautiful," for they see virgins "who look like moons," they see water and jump in, only to be "completely pulverized, skin and bones." However those who are very pious come into the city unharmed and see nothing
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After Transit
Of course even before 1989 there were literary arrivals in Berlin, but, as far as can be determined, they were almost exclusively arrivals in West Berlin, where travelers poured not into a city of speed and light but, rather, were usually spellbound by the dark, oppressive procedure of transit through East Germany. The uncanniness of transit obscured the gleam of Berlin, which was not particularly strong anyway. Instead Berlin was sought out because here one could find a refuge from the order of life in the West German Federal Republic: liberation from the military draft, contact with one's sexual or social milieu, and of course hefty financial subsidies for artists, Bohemians and academics.
This nexus is invoked retroactively by Friedrich Christian Delius, who, in a separately published afterword to his longer autobiographical narrative about the era of the beginning of the student movement in Berlin, Amerikahaus oder der Tanz urn die Frauen (1997), wrote: "He got out under the roof of the zoo terminal after a day-long journey, exhausted by the slow, shaky trip, exhausted by constant pauses en route in front of signals and borders, indifferent after two-fold and four-fold examinations of his face, of his passport, numbed . . . and confused by the real unreality of an interzonal train. Rolling slowly above the streets of Charlottenburg and grabbing for his two cheap suitcases when he heard the squeaking of the brakes and saw the long station platform, Martin reached the shining island of Berlin, a night traveler from the Hessian forests ..." (Delius, "Bahnhof, (11) (12) .
The most exhaustive and pointed arrival scene after 1989 comes from Jakob Arjouni. In this scene Arjouni's protagonist travels from habituation toward the habitual, and Arjouni mixes disillusionment with fascination, difference with indifference. Fred, the hero of Magic Hoffmann, is a Franz Biberkopf from farther away: specifically, he has just been released from a prison in the south of Hesse and finds himself on his way to Berlin:
Fred pressed against the window. So that was the city that he had seen so often on television! But soon it seemed to him as if he were making a quick tour of Hesse. First there were massive halls of tin, gray and windowless, surrounded by expressways, which reminded him of Mannheim and Offenbach. These were followed by large buildings from the 1950s next to tar-colored official structures-Darmstadt-and then by older buildings with stucco facades in various pastel tones: Wiesbaden. Where were the skyscrapers, the palaces, the television towers, the Brandenburg Gates? The more the train came into the city, the more Mannheim, Darmstadt, and Wiesbaden were mixed together, the more brick, chrome, and cement, old walls, modern church towers, buildings like bunkers and buildings that looked like UFOs seemed to be pressed together randomly. Fred recalled the hymns of praise sung by his history teacher about Berlin's rubble women-probably his teacher had never actually looked at the result.
Nevertheless Fred was impressed. He had never seen so many buildings in one place. Like many people from the provinces he was torn between "It's just a pile of stones!" and "Wow! Nothing but stones!" . . . The train went into a curve, and in the window Fred saw two churches, a half-church and a Mannheim church stuck in among department store boxes and movie-house boxes. Germany. Via a revolving door Fred stepped onto the square in front. . . . The usual big-city assortment of fixers, hustlers, and drunks were hanging around the entrance to the train station, and the stench of carnival and decay wafted over the square. (Arjouni 49, (53) (54) (56) (57) Here the approach from the provinces is transformed into an arrival in the provinces. Thus disillusioned and determined to see only the ordinariness of the legendary city, Arjouni's hero stumbles into a crime novel-into one that could happen anywhere, but one that gives the nod to fashion by flirting with the milieu of Berlin.
The many recent literary arrivals in Berlin show that authors are well aware of the topical status of arrival scenes. "Let us have our hero arrive not at the zoo terminal today or even at the Lehrter station of the future, not with the ICE at the eastern terminal,
14
Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 28, Iss. 1 [2004] (Ladd) are intended to play up a city center far different from the one invoked by Chancellor Schroder. At least here one can sense the effectiveness of that productive tension which has always been noticeable in Berlin literature: the tension between a modernism a tout prix which frequently confuses itself with worldliness on the one hand and the more moderate or petulant resistance and inertia of the local on the other.
At the moment this tension is being made productive by works that differentiate themselves from the conventional demands of Berlin literature. For instance Michael Rutschky's book, which proclaims in its title: Berlin: Die Stadt als Roman. Here the city is called a novel-but consists of a combination of photographs and brief texts, essayistic miniatures and literary glosses, combined with tiny excerpts from the map of the city. These are extreme close-ups, rather like surrealistic dream elements, softened by the sketches that accompany them. There are reassurances like: "One may tell the visitor all sorts of stories, which will remain unheard" (Rutschky, Berlin, 21) . All of this artistically constructs an aesthetics of marginality, of the periphery, which is con-
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Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 28, Iss. 1 [2004] , Art. 3 https://newprairiepress.org/sttcl/vol28/iss1/3 DOI: 10.4148/2334-4415.1567 stantly comparing itself to the central, the pivotal axis, to "Mitte," but in a playful and allusive way: rotating around it in order to place the narcissism of the city-dweller, in ironic slippage, back into one's own image: like those shadows of the photographer which every handbook for photographic laypeople declares should not be in the picture. In such texts the urbane and even worldly resistance of the neighborhood milieu is brought to bear in a highly intellectual and self-reflexive way against empty promises of modernization.
In diametrically opposed fashion-not only because she is an author from the East, but also, and above all, because hers is a social romanticism loaded with the resentments of "little people" and marginal existences still living within intact social networks-Annet Groschner 
